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City of Lost Angels 


The Pacific ocean was swallowing the sun, and Los Angeles was shaking off the day and turning on her night's 
lights. 


Taime had brought himself here, down to the beach, draping himself across a bench like a nude in an Old 
Master's painting. He'd come down from the hills, where he'd seen the wealthy come home to their gated 
communities, arriving in expensive cars with blacked-out windows so that you never saw their faces; for all he 
knew, nothing other than expensive cars lived behind those gates. Days before, Taime had come tripping off a 
bus that had carried him south from home. He'd dreamed his way down, waking up only in the baking heat of 
Bakersfield. There, Taime had treated himself to a candy bar, only for the thing to liquefy in it's wrapper in 
the few seconds it took for him to walk from the store back to the bus. 


He'd spent last night with a pretty girl who worked on the Strip. She called herself Lola. Probably not her real 
name, although Taime wasn't one to talk. He'd left his real name behind in that house with his mother and 


sisters. Already, he feels his old self burning away, bleached by the sun and fading. 


He's not sure who he's turning out to be. 


Lola had been nice enough to let him shower at her place, but she had to put Taime out right after. "My 
boyfriend will kill you if he catches you here," she said. It's all good by Taime. He doesn't really want to know 


anyone here. He doesn't want the responsibility of knowing their real names. 
The melting colors of the sunset captivate him. Taime wonders if the sunset was always like this, or only since 


mankind started spewing chemicals into the atmosphere. He stares up at them, as though trying to absorb 


some of that beauty into the hollow shell of his self. 

Just a couple dozen feet away, some surfers come whooping out of the water. They put their surfboards into 
the back of a jeep and clap their hands on one another's backs and shake themselves like dogs. Taime watches 
them with idle curiosity. The setting sun brings out the reds and browns in their skins, but obscures their 
features. They're startlingly alive and yet at the same time, totally anonymous. 

The surfers light a fire in a trashcan. Taime lays his head on his bench and hopes for sleep. 


"Hey, dude!" 


Taime continues to lay as he is for some moments, before someone jostles his foot and he realizes he's being 


spoken to. 

"What the hell do you want?" he says, sitting up to glare at the interloper. 

"What's up?" The surfer kid is irritatingly happy and he looks very young. Barely out of high school. His dark 
hair is damp and tangled and there's smudges of sand clinging to his bare skin He kneels next to Taime's bench. 
"Are you hungry? We have some extra hot dogs," he says. 


Taime is hungry, but he curls on himself and denies it. "I don't need your charity. Leave me the hell alone, kid” 


The surfer boy shrugs. He's holding a magazine; he lets the pages fall open to reveal some wrapping paper and 
a bit of weed. "Wanna smoke?" 


When Taime doesn't respond, the surfer boy sits cross-legged next to him and rolls a joint. Sighing deeply with 
contentment, he wordlessly offers a hit to Taime. 


Very hesitantly, like a feral animal inching toward some food in a human's outstretched hand, Taime takes the 


joint. He takes a hit and asks, "Why are you being so nice to me?" 
"You look like you could use a friend," the surfer kid tells him as he takes the joint back. Despite his youth, he 
looks cool and laid back. Taime didn't think he'd been that at ease with himself at eighteen years old, but then, 


he hadn't been a California beach bum. 


"| don't need anybody or anything,” Taime says. 


"Maybe you don't need a friend," the kid concedes. "But itd make life a little sweeter, yeah?" 


Taime doesn't know what to say to that, so lays back down and turns his back on the surfer kid. "Just leave 
me the hell alone." There's no reply, so Taime lays there and dozes off. Mercifully, he doesn't dream. 


He jolts awake. "What the hell--" Taime mutters as he pulls something off his face. It's the magazine the 
surfer kid was holding; he must've come back and laid it over Taime's eyes to shield him from the sun. He sat 


up and rubbed at his face until he woke up all the way. 


Stuck between the pages of the magazine, with a few tiny fibers of weed, is a flier for a band. Guns N Roses 


Its a pretty cool name, Taime admits. "Featuring members of Hollywood Rose and LA. Guns", whoever they are. 


Maybe he'll go check it out. Meet some new faces. If the band is even a fifth as cool as their name, it'd be 
worth it. 


Maybe that surfer kid will be there. 


Angels With Dirty Faces 


Taime actually blushes to his ears when he realizes that's he's looking right at his surfer boy and didn't even 
recognize him until partway through the first song. 


Taime's eyesight is perfect, it's more that surfer boy is wearing makeup. Thick, pancaked-on, white makeup, 
with dark lines drawn on his cheeks that distort his features. There's not much of the easygoing beach bum in 


this swaggering guitar god. 

There's a second guitarist playing rhythm, who'd probably be handsome if Taime could see anything of him 
through the veil of his dark hair. The bassist is rudimentary at best, but the drummer's playing is in the 
pocket, and if the strutting, redheaded singer can learn to control his caterwauling, he'll really be something 
one of these days. 

After their set, the Guns N Roses puts their instruments away, and climbs down right into the crowd. Taime 
hangs back by the bar, hoping his sunglasses lend him some anonymity. He doesn't want to know anyone in 
here. He doesn't want to talk to any of them. He doesn't. 

His surfer boy bounds right up to him and plucks the sunglasses off Taime's face. "It's you, | knew it!" 

Taime curses softly. "Give those back" 

"| can't believe you made it to the show! What did you think?" His surfer boy -- wait, when dd Tame start 
thinking of him as tis’ surfer boy? -- he's looking up at him with those eyes. He actually looks eager to hear 
Taime's opinion Why does Taime's opinion even matter to him? 

"You play that Les Paul like you're ringing a bell," Taime tells him, and is rewarded with a beaming smile. 
"Tracii plays Les Pauls because he's a fag for Jimmy Page," says the redheaded singer as he butts into their 


conversation. He hangs on Taime's surfer boy, almost his entire weight, so as to make him stagger and sway 


beneath him. 


‘Love is love, man," says Tracii, not looking at the least perturbed by the singer's comment. What kind of a 


name is Tracii? Isn't that a girls name? Taime decides it's a stage name, it has to be. 


"What do you play?" asks the singer in a tone that suggests he doesn't really care. He's raking his fingers 


through Tracii's hair. His hands are almost clawlike. 
"| sing," Taime tells him, which is true enough. When he was a kid back home, he sang in a local band for awhile. 


"You? A singer?" The redhead looks him up and down. 


"Yes, me. | don't sing like you, but | do sing," snaps Taime. 
"Well, you better not try to poach Tracii from our band! He's not going anywhere!" 


"Axl, why don't you go hang out with Izzy and entertain some of the lovely ladies?" Tracii asks him. "They've 
been begging for your attention all night. | just wanna talk to my new friend here." 


"Fine," says Axl the singer in a bit of a huff. "But you better not ditch us like you did last time!" 
"| promise | won't ditch," Tracii tells him sincerely, and Axl stomps across the floor. 


"See, guys like that are why | won't put together another band," Taime blurts out. "The egos, the insecurities, 
the compromising.. l'm not putting up with it" 


"Axl's got a sweet side to him, he really does," Tracii says. "You just met him and you don't really know him. 
Not many people do. And being in a band.. compromise is good. | don't need all the power and the glory. Not 
everything's about doing it all yourself." 

"Yeah, well, | didn't come here for that." Taime makes ready to leave. 


"So what did you come here for?" 


The question draws Taime up short. He glances back at Tracii, which is a mistake of sorts. Tracii has that 


same eager look on his face, like there's nothing he wants to hear more than Taime's reply. 
"I. knew that if | stayed where | was, I'd never make it out alive," Taime says finally. 


Tracii doesn't admonish him or act uncomfortable. He just nods, and his perfect acceptance almost knocks 
Taime off his feet. "Hey, do you wanna come by my place tomorrow? | make a mean meatloaf and you look like 


you could use a good meal" 


What the fuck, is he really inviting Taime over for dinner? Taime wants to put on his armor, push him aside 


and walk away, but his belly growls. Loudly. 


Grinning, Tracii scribbles something on a napkin and hands it to Taime. "Take this and call me when you get a 
chance. | gotta go now. But hey -- till we meet again -- give some thought to starting a new band, okay?" He 
lightly squeezes Taime's hands between his own and despite himself, Taime finds himself nodding in agreement. 


Odd Angels 


Taime slips out of the venue's back door into a dimly-lit alley. There's broken glass underfoot and a guy passed 
out on the ground who might actually be dead The next band is already playing, and the noise is deafening, 


even outside the joint. 


A curious feeling of anger surges in Taime. He hasn't let himself feel anything quite like this in a long time. He 
takes the napkin out of his pocket and flings it on the ground, then actually yells "Fuck you!" out loud. 


Fuck you for inviting me to eat your fuckin’ meatloaf. Fuck you for barging into my life. Fuck you for making 


me feel anything. 


Taime jams his hands into his pockets and stomps out of the alley. He didn't come here to start some new 
band and make friends with surfer boys who probably live in nice houses and have real nice families and play 
guitar real fucking well. He didn't need any of this shit! He didn't need any of it. He was doing fine on his own. 


He'd always been on his own and he would always be -- 


He stops dead in his tracks. Between some buildings, he can see the HOLLYWOOD sign up in the hills. He 
remembered reading an article in the paper about the sign, how years ago, some starlet had come to this city 
to find fame and fortune. Taime wasn't sure what happened to her -- probably someone had used and abused 


her -- but something must have broken her heart, because the starlet jumped off the sign to her death. 

So now she's dead and gone, and the HOLLYWOOD sign still stands, a temple gracing true believers with false 
promises and dreams that tasted of artificial ingredients. The sign is looming over him, and Taime thinks about 
that starlet and her winsome little face, and the way Tracii had held his hand. 

He runs back to the alley and falls to his knees, feeling for the napkin in the dark. 


Taime's digging must've disturbed the bum sleeping in the alley, because he picks up his head and barks, "Hey, 
get outta here!" 


"Screw you, old man," snaps Taime. 

The bum rolls over and goes back to sleep, evidently deciding Taime was crazy and not to be messed with. 
He paws this way and that, and his hand touches a scraggly bit of soft paper. Taime walks back to the 
entrance of the alley and holds up the napkin to the dim light of the streetlights, trying to make out any 


writing on it. 


It's the napkin. It has traci written on it, with an address and a crude drawing of meatloaf. Taime could almost 


cry with relief. He smooths it against his leg carefully, then tucks it into his pocket. 


He catches a few fitful hours of sleep, and spends most of the next day trying to talk himself out of going to 
the dinner. It's charity, Taime tells himself, and he's no one's charity case. That's what it is, not that he's 
chickening out or anything.. 


"Hey, you gonna buy that or what?" snaps the owner of the sex shop. Taime's been standing staring at the 
cellophane-wrapped dirty magazines for.. at least twenty minutes. His mind was a million miles away. Before the 


shop owner can do anything, Taime bolts into the bathroom and deadbolts the door. 

"What the-- hey, get the fuck out of there!" yells the owner, pounding on the door. 

There's nothing he can do to remove Taime from there, though. A bare bulb swings overhead, the walls are 
filthy and covered with crude graffiti, and people have definitely fucked on this toilet before. It's perfect. Taime 
digs in his bag and pulls out a box of hair dye. He'd been planning to bleach out his hair, and no better time 
than now. He should show up to this dinner looking good, right? 

He bleaches his hair in the tiny bathroom sink. The shop owner periodically comes to bang on the door, but 
Taime ignores him. He'd been hoping to get a real Hollywood platinum, but the end result is more of a dark 
blond. Taime loves the dark roots and dark brows look -- trashy and slutty. 

He hauls ass out of the shop, hair still damp, and makes his way over to the address written on the napkin. It's 
not that long a walk, actually. Tracii's house is a little bungalow tucked into a cul-de-sac. Taime stands in front 
of the door for a minute, trying to decide if he should knock. Fuck it, he could always leave if he wanted to. He 


bangs on the door and then stands back, sunglasses on, trying to summon his best cool. 


The door flies open, and Taime finds himself looking at a curly-headed woman in a pair of jeans and a midriff- 


baring top. She takes one look at him and hollers, "Tracii! Your friend is here!" 

"Which friend?" That's Tracii's voice, somewhere in the bungalow. And is that smell.. weed? 

‘| dunno," the woman hollers back. She turns back to Taime. "What's your name?" 

"Taime," he says. 

"TAIME!" she hollers at Tracii. 

"Coming!" Tracii appears, his hair messily tied back and his feet bare. "Hi, Taime!" 

Something starts beeping in the kitchen. "Shit!" The woman runs off. "Something's burning!" 

Hesitantly, Taime steps into Tracii's house. The walls are painted a vivid color of blue, and are covered with 


paintings and black-and-white photographs. The furniture is mismatched and well-worn; there's some guitar 


equipment in one corner; one wall is covered by a giant bookshelf. 


The woman is cursing in the kitchen. 

"You didn't tell me you had a cute sister," Taime gently teases Tracii. 
Tracii wrinkles his nose. "I'm an only child. That's my mom" 

Oh. "Uh, | knew that," says Taime. "I mean, | totally guessed that.” 
Tracii smiles at him. “Sure you did" 


They sit around a little table, and Tracii's mom appears carrying a pan of something. "So the meatloaf is a little 
burnt," she says apologetically. "Here, just cut around it” 


‘Its great," Taime assures her. It does smell heavenly. He hadn't eaten all day; he doesn't tell her that. 


Tracii pours them all glasses of wine, and Tracii's mom sits at the table, throws her apron in a random 
direction, and fixes herself a plate. 


"Mom," says Tracii. "Shouldn't we say a few words before the meal? You know, since we have a guest and all." 


"0y," says Tracii's mom, and she rolls her eyes but obligingly takes Tracii and Taime's hand in each of her own, 
Taime settles in and prepares to say Grace. 


"Good food, good wine, good lord, let's eat," says Tracii's mom, and Taime can't stop himself from guffawing. It's 


ridiculous. Its all ridiculous. 

"Mom," whines Tracii. "C'mon. The real deal, please." 

This time Tracii's mom takes her duties a little more seriously. She begins to sort of half-chant, half-sing a 
prayer in a language Taime has never heard before. He looks curiously over at Tracii to see him singing along. 
Once she's done, Tracii's mom clinks wine glasses with Tracii and they each take a sip. 

"What language was that?" Taime asks. 


"Hebrew," Tracii tells him. "We're Jewish." 


"Well, I've been a bit of everything," laughs Tracii's mom. "| spent some time on an ashram when Tracii was a 


baby, | was a Buddhist for a few years." 
"Mom likes to cover her bases," Tracii tells Taime. 


"Listen. It was the Sixties, we were into self-discovery. You tried a little ayahuasca, you lived in a VW bus, it 


was a beautiful time to be alive." Tracii's mom has the same smile as Tracii. Taime privately wonders what 


happened to Tracii's dad, but keeps it to himself. They're not asking him any prying questions. The conversation 
flows loose and natural, about a range of topics Taime never imagined would be discussed at a dinner table. 


"So, Taime," says Tracii's mom, resting her chin on her hands and batting her eyes playfully. "So... are you my 


son's friend or my son's boyfriend?" 
"MOM!" Tracii scolds her. 


Taime is taken aback by this. He's never been given the "what are your intentions towards my daughter?" talk 


regarding someone's son before. "I, uh, I'd have to say we're just friends. For now." 

‘For now?" Tracii actually sounds a little hopeful. Taime wants to slam himself face-first into the meatloaf. 
‘| mean, we just met," Taime goes on. 

"Okay, okay," says Tracii's mom in a light tone. "H's just not everyday that Tracii brings friends to dinner.” 


"Mom, | bring people to the house all the time," Tracii interjects. "Hell, Izzy and Axl used to practically live 


here." 


Axl. That was the redheaded singer from last night. Taime isn't sure who ‘Izzy’ is, but he's probably in the 
band, too. 


‘Izzy and Axl are practically family," says Tracii's mom. "At least Axl would wash the dishes like a civilized 


young man." 
"ll wash up," Taime promises her. 
"Oh?" 


"Sure" Taime looks eyes with Tracii from across the table. "We both will, after dinner. | clean up real good” 


Far From Angels 


"You sure you don't wanna learn?" Tracii looked down at him, his hands up like a brim to shield his eyes from 


the sun. 


"Nah, | like having skin on my knees," Taime told him. He was sprawled out on a picnic blanket in the patchy 
shade of a tree, watching Tracii and the other skater boys try their hand at surfing the asphalt ocean. 
Southern California was covered in asphalt and drenched in sunshine, and the kids here were outside from dawn 


till dusk, conquering their environment (whether natural or manmade). 

Taime sat back, his little book of scribbled poems and lyrics in his lap, and watched Tracii on his skateboard. 
Every time Tracii's wheels went airborne, Taime felt something in his stomach tighten And every time Tracii 
returned to earth, Taime felt some of that fear leave him. Traci certainly wasn't scared. He didn't have a care 
in the world, out there living life to the fullest, sweat shining on his body, launching himself into the air like he 
was born to be there. 

Taking a break, Tracii ran back to their shady spot, flopping down beside Taime on the blanket and taking a gulp 
from his water bottle. "Lemme see what you've been writing," Tracii said, hanging his head over Taime's 
shoulder to take a peek at his book 

It felt.. good. Natural. Taime had never really expected to feel like this. 


"Heyyyyyy, Guns!" A guy about Tracii's age ambled over to them. He had a hair of curly blond hair, a 


handkerchief tied around one knee, and he smelled of weed. 
"Adler, what's up?" Tracii seemed more cordial than enthused. 


"Not much, man, me and Slash are trying to put a band together,” said Adler, as he knelt beside their tree. 
"We've had, like, zero luck finding a singer, though." 


"Taime's a singer," said Tracii, giving Taime a nudge. 


"Really, you sing?" Adler looked a little impressed "You've got a great look. Come down and audition for us 


sometime." 
Taime decided to play along. "How much does the gig pay?" 
Adler scratched his head. "Money..? Uh, | dunno. We haven't made any money yet" 


‘Sorry, dude, | have bills to pay," Taime told him, and then to shock him, added, "I can't suck dicks on Hollywood 


Boulevard forever." 


"You suck dicks on Hollywood Boulevard?" Adler gaped at him. "Wait... if you suck a dick, does that make you 
gay? Asking for a friend." 


"Adler!" admonished Tracii. 

"Like, what if it's just the tip?" Adler went on. 

"Speaking of dicks, does Slash still hate me or whatever?" Tracii asked. 

"Slash doesn't hate you," said Adler. "It's just, y'know, he's still not over you hooking up with his girlfriend." 


"She wasn't even his girlfriend then," groaned Tracii, and Taime clued in that there was some old drama over 


this Slash guy, probably dating back to high school. 

"Anyway, | gotta get going," said Adler. "Nice to meet you, Tracii's Friend.” 

"Taime," said Taime. 

"Tay-meeee. Anyway, if you want to audition for Road Crew, come on down. Check ya later!" 


Affer Adler took off, Tracii and Taime headed over to Melrose to find this taco place Tracii swore was worth 
the walk. 


"Well, sucking dicks doesn't really have a retirement plan," said Tracii. "So what are you gonna do for money?" 


"| was waiting for some rich old relative | didn't know | had to die and leave me a ton of money,” said Taime. 


"But that doesn't seem to be working out for me. | just need the right opportunity -- the right something--" 
He stopped in his tracks and grabbed Tracii by the arm. In front of them was a litle store, and the lit sign 
read RETAIL in blue and SLUT in red. In the window hung a crudely made sign: Help Wanted and someone had 
scribbled in sharpie, fuck you under it. 

"Tracii," said Taime. "I've found my natural habitat." 

They marched in and Taime headed straight for the register. A bored looking man with artificially black hair 
and knobby, oversized features eyed him up and down. "What are you supposed to be?" he asked Taime. "A 
vampire hooker?" 

‘lm your new employee," Taime informed him. 


"Im the vampire hooker," said Tracii. 


The cashier cracked a grin "You two are something else. Lemme guess. Musicians?" 


"l'm a guitar player," Tracii said proudly. 
"And | date guitar players," Taime said. 


"Well, l'm just a lowly drummer, so we don't have to worry about mixing business with pleasure," said the 


cashier. "Can you work a register?" 


After Taime proved himself by ringing up a sale, Tracii sidled up and asked, "You drum? Who do you play 
with?" 


The cashier flicked the hair from his face, looking very pleased with himself. "| was playing with the Mau Maus 
but then Nickey Beat replaced me in that band, and | replaced Nickey Beat in the Joneses." 


Taime was totally lost. Tracii looked at him and mouthed punk rock at him so he wouldn't look like a total rube. 
"Anyway, we're playing a show at the Cathay de Grand tomorrow night. You should come -- the place is 
closing anyway, so if you're ever gonna go, now's the time." The cashier pulled out a flyer and wrote something 


on the back, then handed it to Taime. 


"This is your schedule for work, and this --" he flipped the flyer over --"is the flyer for the show at the 
Cathay de Grande. My name's Paul, by the way. Paul Black." 


Angels and Insects 


Taime could probably have crashed at Tracii's place, but he hated feeling like a bum. He might've been a bum 
but he hated feeling like one. So after a congratulatory dinner of tacos, he sent Tracii home to his mother, and 
headed back into Hollywood down half-remembered streets to Lola's apartment. He figured if her boyfriend 
wasn't home, she'd probably let him crash out with her. 


As he walked up, Taime spotted a guy with his key in the door to Lola's apartment. Damn, its her boyfriend 
Well, scratch that idea. He made as though to cruise by, but some movement caught his attention out of the 
corner of his eye. A window was sliding open -- and a human head, followed by a torso came crawling out of 


that window. 


A guy was making his escape from Lola's bedroom window, without a moment to spare, Taime noted. No sooner 
had the guy tumbled to the ground beneath her window, than Lola tossed his shoes out after him and 
slammed the window shut. The guy flailed about in the bushes, trying to right himself and tug on his shoes at 
the same time. He came bursting out of the bushes, only to stumble and tumble down to land almost at 
Taime's feet. 


Laughing, Taime reached down and picked the guy up from under his armpits. "Checking out from Hotel Lola, | 


see?" 

The guy looked and dressed like a punk rocker, with ripped up, pinned-together pants and spiked hair. This guy 
definitely knows who the Mau Maus are. He blushed at Taime's comment; bashful, despite his tough getup. 
"Yeah, | guess | look pretty stupid right now, huh?" he asked Taime. He hopped up and down on one foot while 
trying to wedge on his shoe. "My name is Riki. Riki Rachtman." 


"I'm Taime Downe. So, what now?" 


"| dunno.. wanna go to my place and smoke some weed?" Riki looked hopeful, and he was so skinny that even if 


he turned out to be a serial killer, Taime was reasonably sure he could take him. 
"Sure," said Taime, and started following after him. "Are you a musician?" 


"Oh, yeah!" Riki's eyes lit up. "I was in Angry Samoans for a minute, and sometimes | sing for The Fairlanes.’ 
Damn, was everyone in LA. in three bands at any given time? 


"What about you?" Riki asked him. "You look like a total rock star." 
"I'm retired," Taime told him. 


"Retired? No way! Listen, | know some guys if you want to put together a band." 


Their conversation flowed naturally, and the pauses never felt uncomfortable or stilted, Taime was surprised 
at how much he was liking this Riki character. They didn't have much in common, aside from their shared 
taste in women. They got to Riki's apartment, which turned out to be a shithole little place on Hollywood 
Boulevard. A pack of feral cats was waiting for them on the balcony as they walked up. Riki ran inside, then 
reappeared with bowls of cat foot. In moments, the cats had their faces in the bowls, purring like well-oiled 


motors. 
"You've got every pussy in this neighborhood lined up to see you," said Taime. 


"I wish!" Riki laughed. "Man, | just love cats. They're eating me out of house and home, though. l'm always 


behind on the fuckin’ rent." He passed Taime what turned out to be some very cheap weed. 


Taime pondered for a moment. "Hey, if you need someone to split the bills with, | just got a job." He showed Riki 
the flier with his hours scrawled on it from Retail Slut. 


"Whoa, really?" Riki's cheap weed sent him into a coughing fit. Once he recovered, he replied, "I mean, you seem 


cool. Sure, dude. When can you move in?" 
Taime shrugged. "I don't have any furniture if that's what you mean 


"Ah, okay. You can crash on the couch for now. Just bring me some rent on the first of the month. Hey! Are 
you going to that Cathay de Grande show tomorrow night? We gotta gol" 


So that's where they went the next night. They walked down to Argyll Avenue and found the nondescript little 
club surrounded by dirty hobos, punks, hookers, and all the finest sort of riff-raff. Taime looked around for 
Paul Black, but he had to be inside already, since he was nowhere to be found. Riki seemed to know everyone, 
and Taime found himself being introduced to any number of guys with tattoos on the sides of their shaved 
heads, and girls with lip and nose rings. 


Someone flung his drink at someone else; it all happened really fast, and Taime barely stepped out of the way 
before one punk crashed into another punk, sending the two malcontents careening out onto the street. They 
sprawled across the hood of a car, which as the car had been creeping along through the throng of people, 
didn't do much to stop them from fighting each other. Fists flew, and the car horn blew as the driver, a guy 
with the longest, silkiest dark hair Taime had ever seen, stuck his head out of the window and yelled, "Get the 
FUCK OFF my car!" 


The punks continued to brawl, denting up the car's hood, so a moment later, a pack of guys came spilling out 
of the car. Taime watched in delight as a slightly built brunet who looked like a pretty girl slapped one of the 
punks upside the head and then threw him into the gutter. 


"Riki," he said, catching Riki by the shirt sleeve, "lets go talk to those guys. I've got a good feeling about this." 


Alley Cats 


The punk threw a haymaker at the pretty brunet, who dodged it nimbly but had to dance backward to avoid a 
second wild swing. One of the other guys from the car, the one with the longish raven hair, wrapped his arms 
around the punk's midsection, trapping his arms, and lifted him clear off the ground. 


The pretty brunet, meanwhile, had careened backward into Taime, who caught him and held him up. Surprised, 
the brunet looked up at him; he had big, winsome eyes set in a delicately featured face. He looked like some 


kind of Disney princess, somehow reduced to throwing fists at punk rockers in a seedy section of Hollywood. 


Without saying a word, the brunet coolly peeled himself away from Taime and went to help his friends in the 
fray. The driver of the car was punching the punk in the gut. Somewhere in the distance, they heard sirens, 


someone had called the cops. Punks and other malcontents started yelling and running in all directions. 


"Break it up!" Paul Black forced his skinny body through the crowd. "Get the hell out of here before you all get 


arrestedl" Spotting Taime, he motioned to him to follow. 


Assuming Paul was going to lead them to a back entrance, Taime thought fast, shoved Riki in Paul's general 
direction, then called out, "Hey, come with me!" to the brawlers. They'd already sent the punk running with a 
last kick to the ass for good measure. They looked at one another, then at Taime. 


The driver said, "Go, I'll find somewhere to hide the car," jumped back in his vehicle, and took off. 


"Fuck," muttered the brunet under his breath, but he turned and took off after Taime, followed shortly by his 
other friend. They all followed Paul Black down a side street, then into a grungy, well-graffito'd door that led 
them into a cramped backstage area that smelled like burnt rubber, ballsacks, and beer. There was all kinds of 
crap underfoot, so they had to pick their way in the low light as they headed into the dressing area where 
Paul's band was waiting. 


"Paul, goddamnit,” said one of the Mau Mau's. "When | told you to come back with some hotties, this was not 


what | meant." He then spotted the brunet and an eyebrow rose in interest. "Then again." 


"We'll just see ourselves to the bar," the brunet told them. He turned to Paul and said, "Thanks for getting us 
out of there. We owe you one for not letting us get arrested 


Paul, who hadn't even been trying to help this random bunch of guys, looked more confused than anything. 
Taime stepped in. 


"Mind showing me this bar?" 


The brunet pursed his lips but didn't say no, so Taime and Riki followed the others to the Cathay de Grand's 


bar. They perched on some stools, and the raven-haired guy with the incredible cheekbones ordered something 


foreign and incredibly alcoholic. He downed it in one gulp and lay his head on the bar. 

"Is he okay?" asked Riki nervously. 

The brunet was rubbing his friend's shoulder. "Kelly is going through some heartbreak, that's all" 
"My fucking wife's moving back to Finland!" Kelly, the raven-haired rocker type, moaned. 

"You only married her so she could get a green card," the brunet told him. 


"Yeah, but | liked being married! | dunno man, it just feels pathetic to be twenty-three years old, divorced, no 


fucking band, no nothing. | might as well move back to France and work for my dad." 

At last, Taime had found the only other person in LA. who wasn't currently playing in a band. "What do you 
play?" he asked the other two, while keeping an eye on Riki, who was excitedly pogo-ing to the first band's 
raucous punk song. 

"Me and Brent play guitar," Kelly told him. 

The brunet -- Brent -- shot him a look, as though a little pissed that Kelly had told everyone his real name. 
He continued rubbing Kelly's shoulder however, and said, "Listen, you'll have plenty of girls lining up to be the 
next Mrs. Kelly Nickels.” 


"Kelly Nickels!" Taime almost howled with laughter. "Did you seriously name yourself after a porn star!" 


"She's my dream woman," sighed the male Kelly. He lifted his head off the bar. "I'm a single man now, maybe | 


can marry her." 

"See? Now you're thinking positively.’ 

"Brent Mus-Kitty-Cat!" A voice cut through the loud music and the guy with the long silky hair from earlier 
appeared -- the driver of the car, who apparently had given the cops the slip. He had a handsome, angular 
face and brown skin. 


"Hi Greg," said Brent as Greg squeezed into a stool on the crowded bar. "This is, uh.. what are your names?" 


"Taime Downe," Taime introduced himself, then reached over and caught hold of a wildly pogo-ing Riki, pulling 
him over to face the others. "And this is my partner in crime, Riki Rachtman. Riki, say hi to the rice people." 


"Hello!" said Riki cheerfully. 


"Greg, Brent, and Kelly," said Greg, pointing to each in turn. He eyed Taime and Riki thoughtfully. "Let me guess: 


wannabe rock stars?" 


"l'm just in it for the pussy," Riki told him. 

"Same," agreed Taime. "Actually, l'm trying to put together a KISS cover band." 

At that, Brent's cool demeanor actually slipped. "What, no way! | love KISS!" 

Greg rolled his eyes. "Ah, now you've done it. Now he won't shut up." 

"What's wrong with loving KISS?" wondered Taime. 

Brent gestured at him and said, "Thank you! That's what I've been telling Greg." 

"Are you guys in a band?" Riki asked the other three. 

"We're three guitarists with no bassist, drummer, or singer, what do you think?" asked Greg drolly. 
‘It's not like we haven't had offers,” sniffed Brent. 

"Yeah, | do some roadie work here and there," said Kelly. 

The Joneses took the stage, Paul's drum set so loud that Taime swore he could actually see screws shaking 


loose in the joints and walls of the venue. He was only half paying attention, his mind stayed on the new people 
he'd just met, and the curious twists and turns life was throwing him. 


Little Wandering Angels 


After his set finished, Paul Black was making his way to the bar when he spotted Taime. 
"Hey, nice set man," Greg told him, holding out a hand to be shaken 


Paul shook his hand, but seemed less than enthused. "Thanks." He turned to Taime and said, "Your little friend 
didn't make it?" 


"Nah, Tracii has band practice," Taime assured him. He privately wondered why Tracii was on Paul's mind -- he 


must've been, as that was the first thing out of Paul's mouth. Whatever. 

"You two know each other?" Brent asked, a little pout forming on his mouth. 

"We work together,” Taime told him. 

"You have a real job?" Greg and Kelly said in unison, in the same disbelieving tone. 

"Why's that so unbelievable?" 

‘Its just --" Greg was eying Taime with a newfound respect. "Most of the guys in the rock scene are living 
off some stripper girl, or their moms send them a few bucks to survive on Almost no one actually holds down 
a job." 

‘Is that how you survive?" Taime asked them. 


Paul looked amused with all this. "Hey, he's not even started yet. He's gotta make it past the first week" 


"Where do you guys work?" Greg asked, so quickly that Taime suspected it was mostly a way to avoid Taime's 


question. 
"Retail Slut on Melrose," Taime told him. 
"Paull" One of Paul's bandmates was waving him over. "Come on, man!" 


Paul Black excused himself. "Those lines ain't gonna snort themselves," he said with a jaunty wink before 


disappearing into the crowd. 


After the show, Taime, Riki and their three new friends headed out of the Cathay de Grand to find Greg's car. 
They'd barely stepped onto Sunset Boulevard before a shout of "HEY! Brent! Greg! Kelly!" heralded the arrival 
of a skinny guy with feathery dark hair, skin so pale that he looked like a goth. 


Brent rolled his eyes and Greg looked downright annoyed. Kelly shot them both a look as though to say ‘be rice, 


guys’ then turned and said, "Eric, what's up?" 


"Not much, just hanging out on Sunset. Hey, Brent, do you think you could come by my place sometime, help 
me with chords?" This new kid, Eric, had a hopeful look on his face. 


"Have your dad pay for a real guitar teacher," Brent told him. "lm busy." 
"Ah, c'mon. Me and the old man aren't getting along right now...” 


"We gotta go," Greg cut in. "I gotta drop these guys off at their place." He jerked his head in the direction of 
Taime and Riki. 


"Hey, Eric Stacy, nice to meet you." Eric's hands were curiously soft. 


"Okay, see you around, Eric," Brent said, then quickly ushered Taime and Riki off. Greg took the lead, but Kelly 
actually hung back to wave goodbye to Eric. 


"Yeah, see you around" Eric sounded totally dejected He stood and watched them walk away. 


"What's the matter with him?" Taime asked. There had to be some story with this Eric Stacy character if 


Greg and Brent were acting so pissy around him. 


"He's just a rich kid playing rock star wannabe, that's all," said Greg. "Daddy'll send him off to college and he'll 


get a Letterman jacket or whatever those assholes wear and forget all about rock and roll” 


"He keeps trying to buy our friendships." Brent wouldn't quite look Taime in the face. "He was hosting parties at 
his place until his dad caught him fucking a girl on his yacht" 


"Eric's not that bad," insisted Kelly. "I mean, he's okay. He does too many drugs." 
"What's ‘too many’ drugs?" Taime teased. 
‘If you puke in my car, you've done too many drugs," Greg told him sternly. 


Greg was good enough to drop Taime and Riki off at their place. "They were cool,” Riki told him as they got 
ready for bed. "Do you think we'll see them again?" 


"| guarantee you we will" Taime felt sure of it. He could tell Brent was intrigued with him, and Greg acted like 
he wanted to impress Taime. Kelly was nice enough, fantastically good-looking, almost to the point it was too 


much. Taime had always liked a little imperfection, a little something rough and human. 


The next morning was his first day at Retail Slut. Paul was so fucked up he could barely stand upright, and 


after he showed Taime a thing or two he retreated to the back, probably to fall asleep on some boxes, so 
Taime manned the register and put out merchandise. By five o'clock his shift ended, so Taime set out to find 


Tracii -- he felt like he needed to see him, needed to hear his voice. 


He was ambling down Tracii's street, only a few houses down, when he spotted Tracii in front of a house that 


wasn't his mom's house. A woman, probably in her late-twenties, opened the front door, dressed in a waitress 


uniform. A second later, a tiny blur burst out of the house and flung himself at Tracii. "DADDY!" 

Tracii was laughing as he picked the kid up. It was a young kid -- four? Five? The waitress kissed the kid 
goodbye and got in her car. As she pulled out of the driveway, Taime watched from across the street, his 
mind spinning with questions. 

Was this Tracii's kid? Tracii was way too young to have a kid this age -- fuck, did this waitress take 
advantage of him when he was a dumb fifteen-year-old or something? She was at least ten years older than 
Tracii. 

After waiting for Tracii to take the kid inside the house, Taime walked up and knocked on the door. 


"Daddy! Someone's here!" The kid was making a racket in there. 


"Step back, let me see who it is," Tracii said, and then he yanked the door open. "Taime! Oh wow, it's great to 


see youl” 
"Yeah." Taime eyeballed the kid who was peeping around Tracii. "Can | talk to you for a minute?" 


"Sure. Jeremy, wait right here," Tracii told the kid. "I'll be right back" He stepped outside and stood with Taime 
in the front yard. 


Taime lowered his voice. "Is that kid yours? Did the mom do something to you or..?" 

Tracii looked startled, then stifled a laugh. "Oh, no! | know what you're thinking. And no. Nothing like that. 
Jeremy's mom got knocked up and the father ran a mile and hasn't been seen since. | used to babysit all the 
time when she had to work, and Jeremy started calling me Daddy. His mom was all worried about it but | told 
her it's okay" 

Taime visibly slumped with relief. "Oh Jesus fucking Christ. | thought.. whatever. Okay. It doesn't matter now." 
Tracii smiled at him. "You wanna come watch cartoons with us?" 


"Me and the kid?" Taime blinked at him. 


"Yeah. He'll love you." Tracii blushed a little. "I kinda love you so | know Jeremy will. 


As if on cue, the kid pushed the door open and said, "Daddy, who's your friend?" 


Taime definitely could never have imagined this was how he'd spend his Saturday night, on a couch eating pizza 
and watching fuckin’ cartoons. But Tracii's legs were in his lap, and the kid let out peals of laughter at all the 
jokes that got Taime and Tracii laughing in turn. Tracii gave Jeremy a bath while Taime cleaned up, and Taime 
had just finished the dishes when he turned to see Tracii watching him, a slumbering Jeremy in his arms with 
his little head resting on Tracii's shoulder. 


"He's cute," Taime admitted. 


"Yeah," agreed Tracii. "Perfect and then some." 


